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Lament him a5 ye rantin core5
Wha dearly like a random-splore^
Nae mair he'll join the merry roar9

In. social key ;
For now he's taen anither shore,,

An' owre the sea.

The bonnie lasses weel may wiss him,
And in their dear petitions place him :
The widows, wiv.es, an' a' may bless him5
Wi' tearfu1 e'e;

For weel I wat they'll sairly miss him
That's owre the sea.

0 Fortune, they hae room to grumble !
Hadst thou taen aff sorne drowsy bummle,
Wha can do nought but fyke an' fumble,

'Twad been nae plea ;
But he was gleg as ony wumble,

That's owre the sea.

Auld, cantie Kyle may weepers wear,
An' stain them wi' the saut, saut tear;
Twill mak her poor auld heart I fear,
In fllndere flee ;

He was her laureate monie a year^

That's owre the sea.
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